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The lady-smock, whose light Doth prank the grass with white, Taketh for badge and prize.
Because for Lord Christ's hest Men shore thy warm bright breast, Agatha, see thy part Showed in the burning heart Of the white crocus best.
What fate was Barbara's Shut in the tower of brass, We figure and hold up Within the stiff king-cup That crowns the meadow grass.
Agnes, than whose King Death Stayed no more delicate breath On earth, we give for dower Wood-sorrel, that frail flower That Spring first quickeneth.
Dorothy, whose shrill voice Bade Heathendom rejoice, The sweet-breath'd cowslip hath ; And Margaret, who in death Saw Heaven, her pearly choice.
Then she of virgin brood Whom Prince of Britain woo'd, Ursula, takes by favour